OLD WOMAN [sarcastically]: May He forgive you!
[She leaves. MAR{ A enters with the FIRST GIRL.]
FIRST GIRL: Did she come?
MAR!A: There's her cart. It was hard work to make them come.
She's been a month without getting up from her chair. I'm afraid
of her. She has some idea I don't understand, but it's a bad idea.
FIRST GIRL: I came with my sister. She's been coining here eight
years in vain.
MAR{A: The one who's meant to have children, has them.
FIRST GIRL: That's what I say.
[Voices are heard.]
MARIA: I've never liked these pilgrimages. Let's get down to the
farms where there are some people around.
FIRST GIRL: Last year, when it got dark, some young men pinched
my sister's breasts.
MARIA: For four leagues round nothing is heard but these terrible
stories.
FIRST GIRL: I saw more than forty barrels of wine back of the
hermitage.
MARIA: A river of single men comes down these mountains.
[They leave. Voices are heard. YERMA enters with six WOMEN wfo
are going to the chapel. They are barefooted and carry decorated candles.
Night begins to fall]
MARfA*.
Lord, make blossom the rose,
leave not my rose in shadow.
SECOND WOMAN:
Upon her barren flesh
make blossom the yellow rose.
MARfA:
And in your servants' wombs
the dark flame of the earth.
CHORUS OF WOMEN:
Lord, make blossom the rose,
leave not my rose in shadow.
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